I06                         GUSTAV MAHLER
We travelled to Cherbourg and boarded a tender by night In
a choppy sea. Our boat, America, was visible from far off as a
great splash of light. Mahler feared the voyage^ try as he might
to hide his fears. Suddenly the huge ship rose up in front of
us; the Marseillaise rang out, and all was forgotten. We crossed
the gangway in high spirits and were conducted immediately to
our state-cabins. A wonderful meal was served in the saloon5
and I suddenly realized with exultation that we were moving.
Mahler was angry when I drew Ms attention to it: he did not want
to know anything about it now that the band was silent and his
apprehension had come back.
There was a rough sea3 and he endeavoured to avoid sea-
sickness by lying rigidly on his back on Ms bunk like a cardinal on
Ms tomba neither eating nor speaking until the dread sensation
passed. TMs3 in spite of the wonder of ocean and sky, is what I
remember best of that first trip.